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"Wlmnt forth In wierd melodious strains*
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Long, long age there lived beyond the
Alps & maker of violings,

And so wondrously sweet wers the in-
struments he mude, so rich and pure in
tone, that the man became famous, and
his work wis known and prized through-
out the land., But it happened that a sick-
ness came upon th®tawn and many died,
snd the Great Master fell il amongst
the rest, and very soon the leeches stand-
ing mround his bed shook their heads
'travely, saying his end waue near.

And hearing this, the slck man ralsed
Rimself, making slgns as though 1o speak,
and one of hie relatives, who had come to
sco him dio and share what might be loft,
bent down to catch the words; then,
drawing his labored breath in gasps, the
Master sald:

*Glve me tha fiddle that T finished last.™

And they gave It to him. Then, taking
it in his weak hands, he touched It lov-
tngly and held it to his breast, sayjng the
while: “This was my last, yet this, too, Is
my best,” and to the fiddle he safd:

*Par rather would I have thy tones im-
prisoned forevermore withln thy wooden
bresst 4han know thy soul might wall
forth piteously in pain beneath the bow
of one who loves not Art for Art's oWn
sake.

“%Would that soms power would strike
thee dumb, and yet take oOff the curse
should ever hand of genlus touch thy

he raved. How wn.h'l s
fiddle thus!"™ ’
#0 when they had buried hid) they
all his moods and held high \holi-
and reveling in ths housec
hire.

them cricd. “Come, Tet

&

us take this fiddls that he loved and see
what It Is worth! His work was always
prized, s0 now he's dead and neve can
do more, surely his Instruments will rise
in price!”

“Agreed!” erled all, and so they took the
fiddle t¢ n muslclun held in high repute,

saylng: “This Is our kinsman's last, nand
he Ald say his Lest. What will you glve
for 1t

And the musiclan took It eagerly, and,

eyed It with an alr of criticlsm, saylog:
“If, as you =ay. It s hi= best, it should
Indeed be good; but let me see.*

Then, taking up his bow, he drew It
lghtly across the sirings. But at the
very first touch of his hand a sound
from the fddle settlng on edge the teeth
of all that heard it—a shrill, dlscordant
shriek, that would not cease “ut clrcled
round and echoed In thelr like the
despalring ery of some poor s'w. In hell.

And all the dead man's people looked
afrald, but the musiclan turned on them
In wrath, crying: *'You've cheated me!
This squealing thing was never made by
bim!"

However, they told him the tale of the
dead man's last words; still he was
wroth, and thought they lled, yeot, taking
up the fiddle once agaln, he drew his bow
across the strings; but all in vain—for this
time it was dumb.

And now the great man's anger knew
no bounds; so, pltching the poor fiddie at
those who brought it, he called his serving
men to drive them from the houss,

And so the Master's relatives departsd In
hot haste, taking the despised fiddle with
them,

And as they passed along discussing
what to do next with this cursed thing,
they saw upon the road in front of them
a poor blind beggar with a child and =
dog. :

And one cried out, “See, Is thal not

]
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“Weould that soms power would strike the
dumb.”

tonlo, our blind cousin who Hddles at the
country falra for alms?"

“Aye, sald the rest. ‘Let's make as
though we dld not know and pass him by,
lest he should beg of us."

But Antonio had heard the wvolces, for,
being blind, it happened he heard quicker;
and as he felt his way, led by the dog and
followed by the child, he sald:

“Ho, Blanca! who 1s It comes this wayT"

And the girl answersd:

“This Is thy four rich cousine, father.”

So, stopping still, Antonlo doffed his cap,
calling aloud:

“My kinsmep, behold! My little girl and
I are travei-stained and wearied out and
gpent. My fiddle, too, on which our bread
depends, was broken by pome rolsterers
at the foir. Might I, then, crave your pity
for this child and beg for rest and food
beneath your roof?”

So saying, Antonio paused; but the rich
men replied:

“Whut now, thou brasen beggar, thou
fildler at falrs! What impuodence!”

Then said the poor bllnd man:

“AMy kinsman—the Great Master—will
succor mae, I know." To which they aried

“Know then that he is deadl And wha®
18 morc, was mad before he dled, for the
last Instrument he made squeais llke a
cit whose tall Is being twisted, or plse
remains quite dumb.*

Then one of the four suddenly bethought
him, and =ald:

“What say you If we give Antonio the
fiddle? 1t's no good—cumbers us and makes
us look llke foolg; =nd,*anyhow, dumb,
useless though it be, he can't accuss us
then of keeping all.”

“That's true,”.replied the other thres,
and one, taking the fiddle, sald:

“Here, my; man, the fiddle’s thine. Now
&9, and seek for alms elsewhers and trou-
ble not thy betters."”

With this the men continued on their
way and once more feasted in the Mas-
ter's house, drinking his wine and count-
Ing up his gold. But Aritonlo struck his
stick dgainst the ground, crying:

*Oh, purse-proud fools! Who knows but
that & day may come when you would
sladly change your shoes for minel™

For the blind fddler, ragged though he
Wwas, and wearied out and faint for want
of food, felt that within him which the
others lacked,' and, ‘feeling ‘it, thought,
“Surely a time must coma when I shall
triumph, though I am but bilnd.”

his faithful dog, and lttle Blanca—eadly
footsore, too, shedding big tears and hold-
ing her father’s hand,

Thus they came to the gates of the town
—a porTy group, Indesd—and Antonio asked
the sentry, saying:

“Teil me, good man, Is there sught of
merrymaking In the town this night where
perchance my nddle might have & wel-
come and earn us a night's lodging™

And the sentry replled:

*“Nay, I know not. Yet, stay, If so your
music's good enough, our Mayor doth en-
tertaln & mighty Prince to-night, and
there will be brave doings at his house
Go thers; It may be thou canst sarn &
penny."

Bo bilnd Antonlo went, for he knew the
town well, though thére were {aw save his
rich cousins who still remembered him.

And when they came before the Mayor's

bim they saw not, and with his other
hand holding the dead man's fiddle.
*“Come, come, my man,” cried the cour-
tler, hurriedly, “My Prince commands
your pressnce, and he brooks no delay."
Bo saying, they procesded to the dals
and surely a stranger company had never
been marshaled Into the presence of a
Prince! First came the mawster of the
ceremonias, waving his white wand as he
advanced with mipcing steps, and next.
poor, regged Antonlo, led by his gaunt and
hungry-looking hound; next, littla Blanca,
open-eyed and shy, fearing soma punish-
ment might befall her father for Nddling
thus unbldden in such grand company.
But the great Prince happened to be a
learned man, well akilled Iin all the arts.and
having heard Antonlo play, he knew that
hers was one of thosa rars glants among

men—a genlua  So, ealling the poor blind

man to his mide he bade him to tell his
story; and he told of poverty and blind-
ness and neglect, and lastly. too, of how
he'd met his cousins on the rodd that very
day, receiving nt thelr hands the fiddle,
and told its tals (whereat the fiddler in
the Prince’s band turned green with rage).

And, having heard ths tale from first to
last, the Prince replied: *'Tis well, An-
tonlo, thy troubles have now ceased, for
henceforth thou shall be chief amongst all
musicians at our court. And lelsure shalt
thou have to commune with thy fiddls
when thon wilt, for well we know that
men who play llke this play at the call
of one greater than Kings, giving scant
heed to the applavse of men, but pouring
out the fullpess of their soul ke incense
at the very gates of heaven. But thon
shalt never want for aught In life, for

food and raiment for thy child and thee

nhall be provided. Buch I8 our graciess
will, and we.will ndd a hundred crowns in
gola.”

And all the peopls hearing this were
klad, for they now knew Antonio to b &
townsman of thelr own. and kin to the
Great Master who had died, and so In all
the honor done to him each felt he had &
part.

Bo, when the Prince departed on the
morrow, returning to the country where
he reigned. Antonic with Bianca and the
dog went too, and there they lived in honor
many years, Antonio's fame spreading
throughout thae land.

But the rich cousins caring no more te
work, but living idly on their unearmned
gold, found their inlieritatics soon dwindled

down, 50 that wfornith1,hﬂt sell
thelr house, and then at len h:vm
nt thelr Inst crown, they to go
the ground for others.

house .they saw a mighty rse of

gallants and fair dames and wrestlers and
musiclans and servants, some having come
in waiting on the Prince and others being
summoned by the Mayor to do his High-
oess Bonor.

And Antonlo and Blanca and the dog,
approaching shyly, atood upom the out-
skirts of the crowd. Just at this momeant,
100, the master of the ceremonies, waving
& whits wand, cames walking backwards
and bowing down so low that his head
nearly touched the buckies on his shoes,

And Blarica, filled with delight at the
bruve show, forgot how tired she was and
cried;

“Oh, father;
Princel"

And so It was, for the concert provided
by the Mayor in honor of his most iLus-
trious guest was about to take place in
the open air, and the Prince and his host
and many besutiful ladies came out 1o
listen to It and eat on & high dais In sight
of all the people.

And chief amongst the court musicians
sat the man in whose hands the master's
fiddie had played such evil pranks, and at
& Blgn from the conductor he arose and
commenced to open the cuncert.

And mightlly satisfled he seemed with
himself, though he mere.y kept time and
made no mistakes, and that wus about wil
thut could be said tor his pertormance,
yeL every one ciapped him very politeiy,
Just because It was the right thing to do.

But scarcely had the applause ceased
when a sirangs thing huppeted. On the
evening air wrose a maiody 80 wondrously
sweet that each one held his breath, not
knowing whence It came. And higher It
rose, and fell, ad rose ugaln, sweding like
the sung of some fuli-tnroated bird, and
anon walling forth In weird, malodicus
strains like volces from some piace. beyond
this earth., And then It cessed, and al
was still again, And the crowd, lisiening
awestruck tll the lust faint note had
winged its way to heauven, began to whis-
per:

"“Who can this fddler be, who plays upon
our bearwstrings with bis bow, malung
our tears flow e¢'en agninst our will, reviv-
Ing memories burled long ago and raising
visions uf heaven and paradise?”

And ms the peops:s thus spoxe, quastion~
ing each other, the Prince was seen to
beokon eagerty to the grand ocourtier
whose oftice was that of musisr of cere-
monies. And having spoken with him, and
recelved some order trom his Highness,
the courtier advanced toward ths crowd,
tne people making way on every side, And
after looking to the right and to the left,
and not seeming to wee what he was seek-
ing, he looked perplexed and sald:

"wood peupld, IS LOeMe ALY Amunget you
who can polnt out the man who bas just
PlayedT”

And quits on the extrems edge of the
crowd some volces answered:

*Here, my lord, is he. A poor, bllnd
sman, weary and travel-stained™
burrylng forward. the grand man beheid
Antonfo, bumbly standing, cap in hend,
his sightless eyes uplifted to the face of

here comes the great

And so the three limped on—Antonlo and
. N 1= y

COruelty to the Bride.

The Bride: “T told hubby I was going
to give him something of my own cook-
ing, anfl be sald I'd betler try it on the
dog first. Wam't that a cruel sugges-
tionT"

Her Boston Frlend: “Very. And I
thought your busband was so fond of
dogs!"—San Franclsco Wasp,

In Hades.

‘“What's on at the theater?’ asked the
shades of Bocrates. *Is there any chance
of seelng a good play to-night?"

“Only the ghost of a show,” replied the
founder of the Cynic school.—Yale Record.

Am Eye to Business.
Mistress: *Did you bring any references
with you?"
Cook: “No'm. I thought I'd get ‘the
place first."'—Detrolt Froe Press,

Anked and Answered.
“Why Is It," asked the jolly party.
“that you are always borrowing trouble?
““Bacauss,” answered the melancholy In-
dividual, "t 18 the only thing I can bor-
row without security.”"—Chlcago News

Hin Mensure.

“What kind of & man Is heT’

*Well, T don't wish to knock, hut he's
a fellow who never earries an umbrella
that you'd conslder worth stealing.''—Chl-
cugo Record-Heranld,

Hopefally Sad.
*Is he married”"
“Not badly:; he seema to exarcise a it
tle volltion still.""—Detrolt Free Proess.
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THE NEW BCHOOL.

*Now, Mr. Dauber, T bought dees pleture
sheep xe odder duy—what school of paint-
ing would you call ft?”

“Boarding

school.”” undoubtedly.”—Ally

PROFESSOR TONK MAKES AN INTERESTING DISCOVERY.

1.—""What have we here? It must be a
new kind of—

2—""Cactus plant! Now this is really a
most Important discovery, It's curlous
how It could have the observation
of other—

3—"Sclentists. Yot ita behavior s ex= '
tremely unusual for & cactus plant.'

4—"And I now that I was mise :
taken. It was not a &actus. It was &
hedge hog.”™ -

“Aren’t you ashamed of yourself, W
dred dollars!"~Fllegends Elastter,




